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sides of granite rocks and magenta heather. Youve no such
colors in the sky, no such lure in the distance?, no such sad-
ness in the evenings. Oh, the dreaming! the dreaming! the
torturing, heartscalding, neversatisfyingdreaming, dreaming,
dreaming, dreaming! [Savagely] No debauchery that ever
coarsened and brutalized an Englishman can take the worth
and usefulness out of him like chat dreaming. An Irish-
man's imagination never lets him alone, never convinces
him, never satisfies him; but it makes him that he cant face
reality nor deal with it nor handle it nor conquer it: he
can only sneer at them that do, and [//Vrtr/v, tit ftr&itf/tfrtt]
be "agreeable to strangers," like a good-for-nothing woman
on the streets. [Gabbling at Broadbent across the tti&k]
It's all dreaming, all imagination. He cant be religious.
The inspired Churchman that teaches him the sanctity of"
life and the importance of conduct is sent away empty; while
the poor village priest that gives him a miracle or a senti-
mental story of a saint, has cathedrals built for him out of*
the pennies of the poor. He cant be intelligently political:
he dreams of what the Shan Van Vocht said in ninctyciglu,
If you want to interest him in Ireland youve got to call the
unfortunate island Kathleen ni Hoolihan and pretend shcs
a little old woman. It saves thinking. It saves working.
It saves every thing except imagination, imagination, imagina-
tion ; and imagination's such a torture that you cant bear
it without whisky. [With fierce shivering self-contempt]
At last you get that you can bear nothing real at all: youd
rather starve than cook a meal; youd rather go shabby aiu!
dirty than set your mind to take care of your clothes ami
wash yourself; you nag and squabble at home because your
wife isnt an angel, and she despises you because venire not
a hero; and you hate the whole lot round you because
theyre only poor slovenly useless devils like yourself.
[Dropping his voice like a man making some shameful iwfnl(ntt\
And all the while there goes on a horrible, senseless, mis-
chievous laughter. When youre young,you exchange drinks
with other young men; and you exchange vile stories with